MY YEARS ON THE STAGE
"Naw. Me mother's coming over soon, and when she does, me for the big city."
The whole thing struck me as very extraordinary. "When you get back to the big city you must come and see me," I said.
He asked:   "What's your name?"
I told him.
"Sure," he said, "I know you. You got a cigar factory there."
He referred of course to a five-cent cigar that was named after me without my consent.
It was more flattering even than the occasion when Lewis and I were recognized by the impudent child in the garden at Hamburg.
When we got to Amain, just after we had had lunch, Burton Holmes turned up. He greeted us and said: "I've just met a friend of yours a few miles back. He says he knows you very well."
I said: "Was it the proprietor of the inn at Posi-tano?"
Holmes said that he had been looking over the register, which was very old and interesting. In it he saw the names of our party.
"There's somebody I know," Holmes said to the proprietor of the inn.
"He was here today."ugh money to do so. It was rather an historic place in a way.
